






The Tragedy ofCymbeline. 


1 know not how ,a Traitor. 

£>t#. Take him hence, 
The whole world fhalJ not fauc Kirb • 

Bel. Not too hot; 
Firft pay me for thc'Nurfing of thy Sondes, 
And let it be connfeate all,fo ibonc 
A$ I haue reccyu'd sc« 

Cym. Nurfing of my Sonnes ? 

Bel. lam tooblunr^andiawcy :hccrc'$ my knee: 
Ere I arife 5 I will preferrc my Sonnes, 
Then fparc not rhe old Father. Mighty Sir, 
Thefe two young Gentlemen that call me Father, 
And thinks they are my Sonne^arenoneofminc, 
They arc the y flue of your Lqyncs, my Liege, 
And blood of your begetting. 

Cym. How?my Ifluc. 

Del. So fure as you, your Fathers : I (old Morgan) 
Am that Helmtts, whom you fometimc banilh'd : 
Your pleafure was my neere offence, my punifhmenc 
It felfe, and all my Treafon that I fuffer'd, 
Was all the harmc I did . T hefc gentle Prince? 
(For fuch,and fo they are) thefe twenty yearcs 
Haue I train'd vp ; thofc Arts they hauc,a$ I 
Could put into them. My breeding was (Sir) 
Asyour Highncfle knowes r Their Nurfe Eurtphde 
(Whom for the Theft I wedded) ftole thefe Children 
Vpon my Sanifhmcnt : I moou'd her too't, 
Hsuing reccyu'd the punifihmcn: before 
For that which I did then. Beaten for Loyaitie, 
Excited me to Treafon. Their dcere lofle, 
The more of you 'twas felt, the more itfliap'd 
Vntomy end of ftealing them. But gracious Sir, 
Heere are your Sonnes againe,andl muft loofe 
Two of the fweet'ft Companions in the World. 
The benedi<5t>on of thefe couering Heaucns 
Fall on their heads liks dew, for thev arc worihic 
To in-lay Heauen with Starres. 

Cym. Thou wccp'ft^aiid fpcak'ft : 
The Scnr.ee that you three haue doners more 
Vnlike, fchcil this thou telVft, I loft my Children, 
If thefe be they, I know not bow to wifb . 
A payre of worthier Sonnes. 

Bel Be pleas'd awhile ; 
This Genr lerna.n, whom i call Polidore, 
Moft worthy Princess yours, is true Gmderim : 
This Gentleman, my Cadwall, Arviiragus* 
Your yonger Princely Son, he Sii^was lapt 
In a moil cur/ious Mantle, wrought by th/hand 
Of his Qye^ne Mother, which for more probation 
I can with eafe produce. 

Cym* Cuidcmuhzd 
Vpon his necke ? Mole, a fanguineStarre, 
It was a marke of wonder. 

*BeL This is he, 
Who hnth vpon him fiili that naturnll ^ampei 
It was wife Matures end, in the donation 
To be his ^uidenccnow. 

Cym. Oh,what am I 
A Mother to the byr:h of three ? Nere Mother 
ReioycM delmeraacc mo;c : BIcft,pray you be, 
That a fi:cr this ftraoge ftartlng from your Orbcs, 
You may r r :\ i»neip i hem now : Oh Imogen, 
Thou haft loft by this a ICingdome. 

Im*. N(?,my Lord: 
I haue got two Worlds by *tl Oh my gentle Brothers, 
Haue we thus met ? Oh neuer fay hecrcaftcr 


But I am trucft fpeaker/You caird"^7Br^hT 
When I was but your Sifter : I you Brothers 
When we were fo indeed. ' * 

Cym. Did you eremcetc? 
AruL I my good Lord. 
GhL And at firft meeting lou'd, 
Contincw'd fo, vntill we thought he dyed 
Corn. By the Queenes Dramme (he fwallowVI 
Cym. Orareinftinaj Wd ' 
When (hall I hearc all through? This fierce abriri 
Hath to it Circumftantiall branche^which gment , 
Diftin&ionfrouldbcrichin. Where? how Iiu'd 
And when came you to ieruc our Romane Capt • ? 
How parted with your Brother ? How firft m J? ' 
Why fled you from the Court ? And whether thef? ? 
And your three mdtiues to the Battaile ? with 
I know not how much more fliould be demanded 
And all the other by-dependances * 
From chance zo chance ? But nor the Timc,nor P! a 
Will feme our long Interrogatories. See, CC 
Poftbnmm Anchors vpon Imogen ; 
And fhe (like harmlelTc Lightning) throwes her eve 
On him : her Brothers, Me : her Mafter hitting 
Each obiea withaloy : the Counter-change 
Is feuerally in all. Let's quit this ground, 
And fmoakc the Temple with our Sacrifices. 
Thou art my Brother, fo wec'l hold thee euer. 

Imo. You are my Father too, and did rclccae me ■ 
To fee this gracious fealon. * 

Cym. Allorc-ioy*d 
Saue thefe in bonds, let them be ioyfull too 
For they /hall taftc our Comfort. 

Imo. My good Mafter,! will yet do you feruice. 
Luc. Happy be yom 

Cym, The forlorneSouldicr,that no Nobly foupbt 
He would haue well becom'd thi$place,and grac'a 
The thankings of a King. 

Pofi. lam Sir 
1 he So .idier that did company thefe three 
Inproie befrcming : 'twas a fitment for 
The purpofel then followU That I was he, 
Speake lachtmo, I had you downe, and mi^hc 
Haue made you fiuifh. 

lach. I am downe againe : 
But now my heauie Confcienee finlccs my knee, 
A * then your force did. Take that life, befeech you 
Which I fo often owe : but your Ring firft, 
And hecre the Bracelet of the trucft Pdnceffe 
That euer fvvorc her Faith. 
Pofi. Kneelenottome : 
1 The powre that I haue on you,is to fpare you : 
| The malice towards you, to forgiue you. Liue 
j And dealc with others better. 
Cym. Nobly doom'd : 
Wce'l learne our Freeneffe of a Sonne-in-Law :' 
Pardon's the word to all. 

Arui. You holpe vs Sir, 
As you did mcane indeed to be our Brother, 
Ioy'd are we,thatyou are* 

Pofi, Your Seruant Princcs.Good my Lord of Rome 
Call forth your Sooth-fayer : As I flept, me thought 
Great Iupiter vpon hi s Eagle back'd 
Appear'd to me, with other fprightly fliewes 
Of mine owne Kindred. When I wak'd^l found 
This Labeil on my bofome ; whofe containing 
Is fp from fenfe in hardneffe, that I can 

Mak 


aakcnoCollcftionofit* Lcthimfbcw 
His skill in theconftruaion, 

t>H6. PhiUrmonm. 

Sooth . Hccre,my good Lord. 

^c. Read,and declSrc the meaning. 


The Trag edy ofCymbeline. 


Reades. ' 

Uen M a Lyons wbrlpi,Jhall to himfelfe vnknown.mtb- 
out fcekitgfinde % and bee emhtM : d by apeece of tender 
jiyre: Andvobenfcom a ftttely Cedar [ball be lopt krAtoches 9 
which being dead many ye Ares, fi?all after renine, bee ioynted to 
the old Stock* , andfrejhly grow, then fhall Pofihumw end bis 
tniferseS) Britaine be fort mate, and fieurifi in Peace and Plen- 
tti* 

Thou Leonam art the Lyons Whclpe, 
The fit and apt Conftrudion of thy name 
Bein* Leonattu, doth import fo much: 
The peece of tender Ayre ,thy vcrtuous Daughter, 
Which we call Mollis Aer, and ^Mollis Aer 
Wcterme it Mulier\ which Mulier\&\\\mz 
Is this molt conftant Wife,who euen now 
Anfwcringthe Letter of the Oracle, 
Vnknownc to you vnfoughr,wcrc dipt about 
With this moft tender Aire. 

Cym. This hath fomc feeming. 

Sooth. The lofty Cedar 7 Royall Cymbeline 
Pcrfonates thee : And thy lopt Branches.point 
Thy two Sonne? forth : who by 'Belarius ftolne 
For many yeares thought dead,are now rcuiu'd 
To the Maieftickc Cedar ioyn'd; whofe ItTue 


Promifes Britaine, Peace and Plenty. 

Cym. Well, 
My Peace we will begin : And Cains Lucius 9 
. Although the Vi£h>r,we fubmit to C&far % 
And to the Romane Empire ; promifing 
To pay our wonted Tribute, from the which 
We were diffwaded by our wicked Qaeene, 
Whom heaucns in Iufticc both on hcr>and hers, 
Haue laid moft hcauy hand. 

Sooth. The ringers of the Powres abouc, do tune 
The harmony of this Peace ; the Vifion 
y Which I madeknowne to/,#c/«*crethe ftroke 
j Of yet this fcarfe -colu-Battaile, at this inftanc 
Isfullaccomplifh'd. For the RomaiheEag!- 
From South to Weft, on. wing foanng aloft 
Leficn'd her feife, and in the Beames o'ch'Sun 
So vanilVd ; which fore-fliew'd cur Piincely Ec 
Th'Imperiall Cafar^ fluould againe vnite 
His Fauou^with the Radiant Cymbeline, 
Which (bines hcere in the Weft. 

Cym. Laud we the Gods, 
And let our crooked Smoakes climbc to their Noftril 
From our bleft Altars. Publifh we this Peace 
To all our Subiedh. Set we forward : Let 
A Rocnan,and a Brittiih Enfigne waue 
Friendly together : fo through Luds-Towne march, 
AndintheTempleof great Iupiter 
Our Peace wee'l ratifie : Seale it with Feafts. 
Set on there : Neuer was a Warre did ceafe 
(Ere bloodic hands* were wafh'd) wirh fucfa a Peace. 

Exemt* 



FINIS. 



